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¢ Whatodos New!

Critique forum is now open. Many
thanks to Delphinus for taking on
the task of moderating this forum
and offering constructive criticism
to the members!

¢ Spring time poetry and short story
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¢ PCLA will be announcing our
summer contests in Majune.

)
w

¥

The Poetry Club

Featured Poet ~ A Respite

A respite in the night air, Do the magnolias call the Is not the speck of sand
contemplation, withering  wind or is wind searching? equal to my passing in the
thoughts, Is not the voice of life force universe of all?

How high is high, in the the fragrance of all things? As nothing is solid, am | not
fluidness of all things, seen To what is time a slave if  one with that which makes

and not seen? not the infinity of nothing- up the stone?

Capture distant starina  ness, Is evolution the creation of
moment of time, locked in yet the wind seeks it with  that which support all that
embrace, out falil. It lives in spite is,

tied to the nothingness of a of my musing and | live in  or is knowledge the recogni-
things in between. spite of it & tionofthe creation of all
What lays between and be- Yet with out it, the fra- that is?

yond that which | see. grance and | would pass to Evolution gives you endless
Is what | see still there, or other forms, transformation.

gone, long past, still fluid in the vex of Is evolution the creator

the energy living on to the things unseen. without thought, or was it
void of detection? the thought of some crea-

A respite in meditation with tor?
A respite in the span of life, thought, evolution, exis-
wondering, fragrant tence. © Spiritwalker 2008
thoughts.

This thtle nght of Mlne'

PCLA will be showcases an personally and asked if we  have a spiritual forum here at
onl ine publ i c &wouldeverconsider having 6 PCLA. After thinking on it we
Little Light «¢somethinglike thisandex- e thought it would be good to

of the PCLA community and pressed how important it was. compile an-ook to share out
browsers via the internet will We had a few emails from pec on our site. Keep checking our
have the opportunity to send i ple that are not poets or writer main website poetryclub.com
their testimonies of how and wanted to know of a for more information!
0Godd changed placed where they could share

Many people have emailed us something like this. We do
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Featured Short Story Dennis Hicks ~ A Man Goes Hot

As the hobo approached the train tracks he look for movement of bodies from any-
was careful to lookboth ways for the railroac where around. Yet again the coast was
detectives, as he knew that they would wan clear.

to run him out of the yard.It was a fairly

warm afternoon, and as he noticed the coas As he paused at the open boxcar to catc
was clear, he forced himself to hurry along his breath, he took the time to reflect onu
the cinders and ties to the boxcar that he he more.

spotted with an open door.Maybe, he thoug

to himself, this was the one. Thiswasthe Let 6 s see, what wa
train that would carry his tired and fragile Mar yéyes Mar y!

body back home, back North to lllinois.

a sudden jerk, and he realized that the train was now
moving.

It was very dark in this boxcar, and although he had
never | iked the pitch bl acl
afraid. He had a small penlight flashlight and he felt

with the Lord watching over him and the power of his

mind he would certainly only have the fear of fear

itself to be afraid of.

As he pulled out his pen
light and settled in the
corner of the boxcar, he”
once again reflected on
home. The church bells,
couples, and old folks
crowded around the cor-
ner on the bench in front

It had come to him. Mary Gifford was the
He coul dndt wait to girlés name that hi
where heb6d grown up.
he had been gone a long time, some things How could he forget her? After all, she
still had stayed the same back home.Like tt was the one that had taught him to be
smell of Jasmine, as you approached just strong. She had told him that the mind
south of town the evening smell of this woul was where it started, that with the powel

permeate the air at this time of year. ;)hfiﬁg.smve thinking you could do any- of the courthouse.
He remembered other things too, the light- "What you think about, you bring about" o thouaht of d h
ning bugs dancing all around, the dragonflie he could still her say to him, so many Dennis Hicks has been i€ thought of dreams he

leave this little town. He
thought of all the differ-

ent towns and cities he

had been in since he left,
and how he never intended to be gone so long. How
the dollar and the desire to get away and make a good
living for himself initially and maybe a family had led
him away from home.

buzzing just as the sun would set in the wes years ago.
And the girl, his childhood first love, how  He had kept a little notepad and pencil e ~ munity since December
excited he was when he had given her the these years, and that notepad had all 2000
ring he bought from the machine at the con- kinds of sayings and clichés written in it.
fectionery for a nickel. How he felt when he When he would be afraid he would read
had his first kiss, butterflies and Butterfingel the one about nothing to be afraid of ex-
candy bars, occupied his stomach at that cept fear itself. Boy that one had helped
moment he touched her lips. him on several occasions over the years
Yes that was a good one. These writing:
He somehow knew that the church bells stil and his small bible along with prayer anc
rang in that little town. He supposed that  the Grace of God had got him through
couples probably still walked hand in hand, several hard times.
while discussing their future plans.

Well, that was all water under the bridge now he
thought to himself as he pulled out his pad, pencil,
and little Bible.

As he looked at his little pad, he quickly
He also knew that though he had been gon remembered another that he had written
long time, though he was several yearsoldet her e in it "There
now, and his eyes had seen things unpleas read. He thought to himself how true tha
things that would remain forever unspoken,one was. He t hough
he would see things when he got back that wait to get back home.
would amount to a sight for his sore eyes.

He was going home now, and even though he had
been gone many years, maybe Mary would still be iq t
that little town.

The train was now rolling along at a thunderous
speed. And as he heard the whistle blowing, he knew

He said a prayer very quickly. "Lord, | they were passing a crossing now.

Yes, he coul dnét wa icometoyouonce again and ask that ya
survive a life of the hobo lifestyle. Cold guide me, keep me safe on this long jou
beans and jerky when he could getithad ney. And if it is your will Lord, please
replaced the homemade chicken and dump take me home. In Jesus name | pray,
lings and strawberry pie that he had grown Amen".

accustomed to back when he was a child.

That whistle blowing, as he listened to it he felt a little
lonesome. Funny, almost strange. The same sound

that had called him away so many years ago was now
screaming out his returnés
going home.

He felt better at that time and as he
As he neared the boxcar that would hopeful hoisted himself up into the open door of
take him back home, he once again pausec the boxcar, he spotted movement, just tc
his reflections to quick scan for the yard the other side of the track. Oh no he . .
workers and detectives. The lastthinghe t hought , itds a As _he shined the “g.ht arOL.”.'d the empty boxcar heJ r-
wanted was to get caught, thrown out of the ried to put away his little notepad and noticed some stenciled writing on the wall.
yard at the very least and possibly thrown bible in his coat pocket and scrambled t
inéjail that i s. N o shut the door. And then, just before he
happen so his eyes tried their best to focus, heard the door slam, he felt the train giv

He would never leave home again he thought to him-
self.

Cont. on back
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Poets of The Week

oWai to

today

the evening has come back
in its finery

streets coil back in languor
i smell an aroma

like distant footsteps,

lying on a divan

behind curtains

hiding shadows of

once

small talk

once

tiny kisses

i wait

i wait.

Amitabh Mitra
www.amitabhmitra.com

Empty Letter

Here | stand, writing a
poem,

But a poem about what?

I have no idea what feeling
to immortalize,

So I'll stay empty and write.

Should | paint the world?
But how?

The world's all black and
white...

| don't care, because for

now ,

I'll stay empty and write.

Should | draw what are my
dreams?

You know you're my desire
| wish to write that | love
you

And set free the fire.

Present in my heart forever So | return to touch the
The fire's burning light, grass

Until you come to burn to- one drop reveals the way.
gether, For this my gift of love to

I'll stay empty and write. ~ show
as | begin the day..
© Bloody- Fox © Spiritwalker
0The Sun I s D

Spirit Walker (the Guide)

The sun is dancing its pen-
sive blues

Upon enchante
The light heart music slow

Early morning, before the
Moon flows into the sea,
the diamonds flicker on
pristine grass

Inside each glitter resta ~ flows \
thought, Echoing your
within each thought a path _

is cast. Both, you and | are dancing

rays,
| rest in silence with a clear Chords of the sunny blues
mind free, In unison with airy grace
await the sun'snewray. Two gol den |
Wonder at the sounds of lifi

and what sweet tunes they

play.

e

© Alex Kalinkin, 2008

Ghostly dreams escape in
shadows

to the mornings mist.

The grayness wakes to
golden dawn

and by its warmth is kissed

The hawk above encircles
me

and with one mighty cry
lifts me up above the trees
on to the mountain high.

| t 6s
strong,
the love | knew rest free.
My youth depart to wis-
domds call
where | am meant to be.

there |

ancingbé

/N

g

aves

gr ow
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A Place for Teags

o now we're fighting desper-

© Shannon Wendler

Posted 2008®3-09 1:35
PM (#11407)

Subject: Don't Let Me
Drift Away
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ately to

quell the urge to fly,

Cast off this skin and blow
away.

But what's the use of strug-
gling when

we were made to die?

No ties remain to make us
stay.

Extinguish one hot fire and
another one ignites,

the pain of striving's just too
great.

This burning's so familiar,
we're

supposed to grow contrite
Comes close to turning into
hate.

It's our choice to make now,
should we
give awy our souls

There was a tune goinc and redefine banallty’)

on in my head. As a

Or with barren empty pockets

songwriter it was easy 1 W€ can
pick up a pen and just ¢{ry to pay the toll
with the tune. But | can' until it costs our sanity.

say this is a song, and

neither can | say its a That speedy train to nowhere,

poem. | don't really
know.

Don't Let Me Drift
Away

tell me

how to hitch a ride,

it must be better than this
place.

Another empty feeling just
keeps

The moon shadow grov Welling up inside,

a little
deeper on this night;

a shade lies right acros What a wretched planet when

the door.

The subtle sounds of
emptiness
belaboring the light,

not certain we can take but life comes rlght at you 'til

much more.

an inner sense of outer space

you're

not afraid to try

you give it all you have to
give,

it's
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easier to die back and forth, crying to
than spend your streng come in
in trying to live. to the warmth of that lit-
tle cottage
We teeter on the razor: called home.
edge and
summon up our streng' So proud were you when
to face another wary  report cards
day. filled with the good news
The prospects seem sc found
vacuous; we themselves in Dads
join our hands at lengtl hand. He knew
eyes say, "Don't let me you were a special one, a
drift away." child of
wisdom and on his way
© Patrick ~ Spanish  to greatness.
Donkey
Everywhere you went
Posted 20082-19 9:15 the books followed.
PM (#10972) In the barn while milking
Subject: My Hero cows,
in the fields, on the lawn,
| have known loss man everywhere
times. My daughter, myyou found a second to
younger brother, my read ,the books were
Father, my Mother. there guiding you to
Now my older brother manhood.
in a car crash Feb 8th. | stood in awe of your
This is a good place to drive to learn.
leave my pain. Books filled your youth
and lived in
Deep inside an ember the days you had so long
burns, ago.
a place of memories la Obsessed with knowl-
bleeding edge and the
for one more word to  pages from any world
share with you. outside
| weep alone yet know the poverty of our rear-
how many ing.
weep for the loss of yoi
as |. | played and you read, |
watched them tease
Snow, cold as the hear the strength you gained

| hold from the need
filled the fields of our to expand your wealth of
youth. learning.

We spent so many time¢| chose a separate path
rocking and wondered at
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the gift you had.

Salutatorian on graduation day.
Speech in hand.

Rosamond Gifford scholarship to
SuU

Onward you climbed never see-
ing the summit of your

dreams. Building a life bent of
covering the globe

with your goodness.

| remember the brother who
shared my bed.

Held my hand when fear grabbed
my heart

and the day you looked me in the
eye,

with love and caring and went
away to life out side my know-

ing.

You were my hero and | never
told you so.

You are my hero and now | can
only

reflect on how much I love your
strength, your wisdom. | see the
memories

only | can hold.

The you | knew alone and can
never

give to hearts that feel the loss.
You my brother live inside my
memory

and | will always hold you there.
My ageing strength now passes
you to

God.

© Rick Sweeting ~ Spiritwalker
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The dearth behind the road of

shame,
This was my first vent, not Which leads to loss and suffer-
meant as a poem. I've since ing~

tweaked it. But even in the pain,
| have to believe there's a pur-
pose, so this isn't just purely a
cry. | put my hope at the end of

What matter if It's spoken now?
The truth of it is following.
Does will not bend? Defiance

it as well, and my challenge to  break?

myself to choose life. And yield to wisdom's temper-
ing?

A Crucible "Strong heat and pressure make
a gem

In younger days | sang a song  From lump of coal trapped, sim-

Of wonder and discovering mering

Which unannounced, became a
song
A mournful song of sorrowing.

Hot fire burns the dreary dross
The finest silver glimmering

A pleasing fragrance sweet, re-

Before so many days had leased

passed From crushing, not the flower-

There wasn't any song to sing.  ing

That voiceless song has now Come stand, O man, inside the
become flames...

A soul, one singing bitter Not in the shadows cowering."”

sweet;

© Patrick ~ Spanish Donkey
"What weighs the price of
princely peace
Oh, restless ones? What reckon-
ing?"
Now calling to the wanderers,
The voice of it is beckoning;

"How long has been that empty
road

The lessons of that travelling?"
The images that eyes have seen,
The pain reflecting, mirroring.

And if this life has made reply
The reason for that gathering
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= March 2008

» March 14 ~ Happy Val-

. Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat
entines
eHappy St. P 1
« March 19th ~ Never enc
ing Poem began! 3 4 ° 6 7 8
« March 20th Topic Writing
Resumes 9 10 11 12 13 14 15
16 17 18 19 20 21 22
23 24 25 26 27 28 29
30 31

PCLA Springtime poetry & Short Story Contest~ 2(

short story. As far as the sides to you as a writer. This is the main

! x The deadline is short story goes in how thing we will be judging on.

May 31st 2008. long it can be just use

| | We may pushit your own judgment. AWARD:
(! up if it looks Shannon and | both did
like we have all not want to give "X" For Poetry will be $50.00 gift certificate
A Random Contest Hpe entries in. amount of words to to Barnes and Noble
PCLA! We will keep write. A short story can

you all posted.  be as long as 10 pages c For Short Stories award will be $50.00

The reason we 1 page. What we will be gift certificate to Barnes Noble.
choose to have it out this far was squdging the most on is
that we could give the members  how well you work with  If you win both on short story and poetry
that do not have much internet what we have given and award will be $100.00 gift certificate to
time, time to participate. And also also how versatile you Barnes and Noble.
future members that might be join- can be with your work.
ing us in the following weeks. So our advise is not to

write in the manner you

What rules there are, are outlined usually write in. We
in each sticky post for poetry and want to see different
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Membership Changes @ PCLA

_ tive members. We will do all that we ¢
The Poetry Club ~ PCLA is undet, make sure that PCLA is safe. We «
going major changes in our meMyq; give you a 100% guarantee but v

bership applications. We closely | try our best. How does membersl /

screen each and every member tti\%trk? l l

registers at PCLA. Some may thig, e n t he member t /4 st
this is a little harsh but due to ourgqmins will send a welcome email st:

recent and past discoveries Plagigyy that their application is under re-
rism is growing online and itis ;e\, The admin will research the int Proves the membership. Takes a

something we take VERY seriousht and then get back with the applic little extra time but it is vital to
here at PCLA. We know itis im- ¢ 5| js well the applicant is then sent obtain a good, honest, active
possible to weed out all these Soffigy 1o our rules and requirements of membership here at the commu-

things on the internet. But we do pejng a member here. They must agi Nity-
everything that is within our powegnq \when we receive confirmation bz

to make sure the PCLA commu- i, email of the form the admin then a
nity is safe, friendly, and with ac-

PCLA Website is under serious con-
struction. We work on the site as we

us to get it completed. Thank you all for you com-
ments, suggestions, and help!

Wanna beat the heat this summer? Join in
the PCLA Summertime Poetry Contest
Challenges! More updates and information
on June 1 2008!
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The Gates of God is the sunrise in all of

man
Heaven God is the Joy of life They say the garden
God is good was lovely

When | awake and see God. A paradise lost

Issue 18

| struggle and | feel like |
am drowning as | reach
to you

| start feeling your work,

The gate is hidden now your love, in the depth of

from me
The way to life is sold
at a terrible cost

© Robert Sweeting ~ Spirit-
walker

If I could find the key

Posted 2009125 706 PM | 0d sof t 1y
(#9800) | 6d say

Subject: Dont Bury Me old life with no regrets
' Begin my life brand

Posted 20082-04 5:54 5,5t Another Simple Song new | o6d

PM (#10398) day

Subject: awake and se¢ |l know

God. |l 6ve been starSomewhere,
me yet

in
When | awake and see Fc?r time to unfold
th(? sunrise  \ind quietly debating © Patrick ~ Spanish
| sit with the spirit of joy it | can do this right before | Donkey
and reflect get old
| wonder at the marvel Vi
each ray of light

|l 6ve grown so
When | awake and see | the time
the sun rise O6Ti | t he wel |l

) , simply runs dry ) g
There is only love in the Searching for the answers, for life that is like a huge

warmth of the morning 4 reason or a rhyme sea

s t iThe wind it chaps the

my soul

| cannot see you but |
feel you in everything
that | do

| see your shadow next
to mine

g o (lturn but no one is there s

This is where you have
given me my sign

skin on my face

t h e 1 The waters are now

rough | feel a hand
placed on my shoulder

| search within the wa-
ters for my place

As the waves lap and
beat the very foundation
of my life

| am steady and | hold on
to this wheel with all |
have

Guide me Jesus in this Hope is fulfilling my

heart, dear Jesus thank
you for being my guide

© Shannon Wendler

Onl vy ot he g | They say to find your life that The waters are rough
self soothing the new- st you must die but you help me steer
ness this wheel that is my lif 2003

There is only joy await- | hacome so frustrated
ingthose who arefree \wi t h 1 i febds er

When | awake and see The honor seems overrated Cuté me

the sun rise. When weary feet have walked I am merely a human
for mile upon mile with so much to bear

How is it possible not tc Looking for peace in
know the poweroflife T her eas a t i memyhearttheonlyway
Not to see the gift giver \\hen laughter can be found know how

from a power greater  gefore the weight of endless _
than all that is ‘sorrow overwhelms the heart | am falling off course

Not to see the wisdom ||, 5 time before your dreams and this is where | nee:
takes to spread life free gme tumbling to the ground YOU most because it all

When | awake and see Please, can anybody bring me seems so unfair
the sun rise back to the start?

You allow me to make
choices, and not perse

O -
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The Poetry Club
Main Forum

-

Art Work by: Jeff Fisher

Posted 20083-26 7:07 AM (#11732)
Subject: Lost in my Surroundings

Lost in my surroundings.
I've become a wanderer.
Searching for

my goals,

my dreams,

my... aspirations.

In a blur | see faces.

My friends,

my family,

my colleagues.

Their lips move

and their words travel,
but | do not hear a sound.

Lost in my surroundings.

I've become a traveler.
Searching for

a clue,

a path,

a treasure map;

something to put meaning back
into an existence gone bland

Lost in my surroundings
© Jim Sweet

Posted 20083-15 8:08 AM
(#11475)

Subject: Lost

She was drowning in her own tears
as she recounted

Issue 18

The many times she wished she
had said " | Love you"

Rather than the cruelty that es-
caped her lips.

The struggle within was more than
she thought she could stand.

As he walked out the door her
heart raced out after him

And pleaded for peace and under-
standing

With this stubborn man.

But her own injured pride kept her
planted by the stairs

Hand clenching the rail with a grip
of rage.

Her desire was for him alone, yet,
In her longing, neglected state,
She dared entertain a flirtatious
kiss with another.

Believing himself innocently
wronged, he stormed out

With the righteous anger of a blind
fool,

Who little realized his selfish, un
giving ways

Were more to blame than her infi-
delity.

And of the two, she was most af-
fected,

Because she would have given her
life

to undo that wrong.

While he in his faithlessness felt
little remorse,

At leaving her lost, and alone

In her regret.

© Patrick ~ Spanish Donkey
Posted 20082-25 2:43 PM
(#11102)

Subject: Another Day

There were tears & anger & ex-
pletives

Under the surface
Unable to hold them.
Whatever

Mt . St .

Another typical moment
Firestorm peeled away

Ashy layer upon layer

Of infantile words that

No one seemed to be feeling
As the procession of
oyour stupido
One after another

Then faded into a mix

Of business as usual.

© K. Shields

2/25/08

Posted 2068207 12:00 PM
(#10553)
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j abs

Subject: They will bring me down

| tried this and that

every trick that was in the hat

and yet they still want to hit me with

a bat,

just the other day i gave them a

hand

it was not for a dollar, a rand or a

pound

it came from the bottom of my

heart.

| know i am the newest block in

town

but that is no reason to run me

down

even though i may act like a clown,

it doesn't matter what i do

cause they will make me kiss the

lawn.

© Poetic Chief

coul dnot

hol d

!


http://www.25thcenturywarlords.com/

Page 10 PCLA Newsletter & Spring 2008 Issue 18

How does one get better at reading/writing poetry? Can you also recommend jour-
nals, articles, websites, and quarterlies? Sarah ~ Hampton, Va.

Hi, Sarah

The key to improving at poetry or any other form of writing is reading. Once you start
reading, the missing pieces ought to fall into place. For both poetry and prose, reading
is essential. It will aid you in discovering your voice and style, as well as supply you with
suggestions for ideas. Some writers find it handy to keep a journal and carry it around
Del hInUS with them. Writing magazjnes generally ha\{e exercises to fire up your thoughts, if you

p often experience writerso6 block. Recomr
www.inkwelljournal.org/ First Write Journal online searclww.firstwriter.com

£
.:Corner Recommendations of Quarterlies and Articleisp://www.writermag.com/wrt/

http://www.vgronline.organd as for writer/poetry website communities:
http:/.www.poetryclub.com, http://www.teenagewriters.com, http://www.eliteskills.com

How do you distinguish different styles of poetry?

Adam ~ Delware

Hey, Adam

Good question!

My advice would be to pick a poem model and then look at various other poems and see how they differ fron
the poem you have chosen. Style means method of approach to the poem. Poems vary through the form an
characteristics that shine through the language such as the semantic fields and the wordAcétyicstic de-

vice is the use of any of a variety of techniques to give an auxiliary meaning, idea, or feeling to the literal or
written, usually revealed through modal auxiliary vertbyou are analysing the poem and trying to find an
insight to the meaning, then | would advise you to take Hsteeat a time. Read the poem first to obtain the
poemo6s -thesgeneral gig of the meaning. Take notes. Reread it again, noting anything you notice sec-
ond time around and compare the notes. You might discover that after each reading, your interpretation of tt
poem will change.

What are Haiku Poetry, Sonnet, Traditional Cinquain, Modern Cinquain, and Villanelle? What other styles are

there? Jamie ~ Ca

Hi, Jamie

Haiku poetry originates from Japan. It consists of three lines: Firsfilifige syllables, second lirfieseven
syllables, third linefive syllables. A haiku traditionally contains a season word that represents the season in
which the poem i s set, or a reference to the nat
meaning Alittle songo. It consists of fourteen |
forms and the modern sonnets are more flexible. Traditional Cingeiaims can be in the style of English
quintets, individual French the American cinquain image form. Cingku is affixedfiveline tanka or cin-

guain image poem with no title, 17 syllables, with a surprise or turn in line 4 or 5. Modern Cinquain: The
tanka in its modern English form is the basis of each of the quintain image forms. Villanelle: A villanelle has
only two rhyme sounds. The first and the third lines of each stanza consist of rhyme refrains that alternate as
the third line in each stanza form a couplet in conclusion. A villanelle is nineteen lines long, consisting of five
tercets and one concluding quatrain. A quatrain is a poem or a stanza within a poem that always is four lines
Rhyme patterns: aabb, abab, abba, abcb. There ar
el egy, ballad, Pantoum (similar to villanelle) A

Best, Delphinus

Got a question? Email me at pclanewsletter@poetryclub.com
I n the subject |line please put ADel phinus Corner


http://www.inkwelljournal.org/
http://www.firstwriter.com/
http://www.writermag.com/wrt/
http://www.vqronline.org/
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25th Century
Warlords

http://ww.25thcenturywarlords.com/

http://creativeconsciousness63643.

) yuku.com
If a website below has a yellow star

placed by it, it is rated a five star by
PCLA (highly recommended.)

s s e sl s Pt P Pt s Pt Pt Pt Pt P Pt P Pt Pt

http://www.writerswrite.com
http://www.sfwa.org/

http://www.shadowscapes.com

http://www.wildpoetryforum.com/

http://www.poems.com

If you would like to place advertis-
ing in our publication please send
an email to pclanewslet-
ter@poetryclub.com for review.
Put in the subject Advertising ~
http://www.austinslam.com Website, make sure in the email
you give us the title of your web-
site, a brief description, and direct
http://www.rockangel.com link. PLCA does not accept adver-
tising from vampirism, gore, or
satanic sites. Any site that is sub-
mitted that allows vulgar or ob-
scene language will not be ac-
cepted.


http://www.25thcenturywarlords.com/
http://www.25thcenturywarlords.com/
http://www.sfwa.org/
http://www.poems.com/

